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S j The Tragedy of Otli ello 


C'otne, guard the doore without, let him not pa(Te> 

But kill him rather ; He after that fame villaine, 

For tis a damned flaue. ^ £ari> Mont. 4»<^ Gr9tiaaOv 

Otb. 1 am not valiant neither. 

But caery puny whipfter gets my fword: 

But why ihould honour out-liuchoncfty t ■ 

Letitgoeall, 

What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou hcare me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die iB muficke ; 

Moore, (he was chaft,lhe lou’d thee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule to bliflc.as I fpeake true j 
Sofpeaking as I thinkc,l dic,Idie. jhe dieti 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this chamber,' 

It is a fword of Spainc,the ifebrookes temper » 

0 here it is ; Vncle,I muft qome forth. ' ; 

Gra, I f thou attempt itjit will coft thee deere, 

Thou haft no weapon,and perforce muft fnffer. 

Oth. > Lboke in vpon roe then,and fpeake to me. 

Or nakedas I am,I willaffaultthee. - 

gra. What is the matter? 

Oth. Behold,! haue a wcaponi 
A better neuer did it felfe fuftaine 
Vpona Soldiers thigh : 1 haue feene the day, 

That with this little arroe.and this good fwor<fe 

1 haue made my way through more iropediiDents 
Then twenty times your flop ; but O vaine boaft. 

Who can controulehis fate? tis not fohowi 

Be not affraidjthongb you doe fee me wespon’d s 
Here is my iournies end, here is my butte. 

The very Sca-marke of my vtraoft failc. i 

Doe you goe backedifroaid ? tisa loft feare, 

Man but a ru(h againft OtheHo’s breaft. 

And he retires. Where {houid O r^e^ogoc? 

How doft th«j lookb now ? -O ill ftai’J wench. 

Pale as thy fmocke j when we ffiall meet at coropt* 

This lookc of thjne will hurlc my foule from heaucfl, 

And fi?nds will fnatch at it ; cold,cold^my girlc, 
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the Moore c/' Venice 


Eaei) 



Euen like thy chaftity : O curfed ftauc : 

Whip trie you dcuills. 

From the poffeflion ofthis beaoetJy fight, 

Blow me about in winds,roaft me in fu! phure, 

Wafli me in ftcepe downe gulphes of liquid fifes 
ODefdfmna/Defdemmideid.Ojop, 

Enter Lodouico,Montano,<»»d ejficers^ 

Caflio in <t ehaire 

ttd. Where is this rafti and moft infortanate roan A 
Orfe. That’s he that was Ork^tfjhere I an»i 
Lod. Where is that V ipef ? bring the vilUinc forth, 

Oth, I lookc downc towards his feet, but that’s a fable,. , 

If that thou beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee. 

Led. Wrench his fword from him. ^ 

la^. 1 bleed fir,but not kiPd. 

Oth. I am not forty neither,I’de haue thee liue. 

For inmyfenfetishappineffetodye. / , 

Led. O thou OrMo, that wertbncc-lb good,. v . - 

Falne in the praftife of a damned flaue, 

Whatlhouldbcfaidtothee? ■ ' 

Ork Why .any thing. _ : 

An honourable murderer if you will'; 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

' Z,od. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy g; 

Did you and he confent in Cd/fwV death ? 

Oth. I. 

Ga, DeareGeneralljIdidneuergiBeyoocaufeJ . i 

Otk I doe beleeusitiafidraske you pardon; 

Will you I pray,demaund that demy deuill,j . - r. 

Why he hath thus infnar’d myToulc and body ? 

Jag. DcniandmenothingjWhatyouknowyoakooWi 
From this time%rth l neuer will fpeake word. 

Zei. WhaCjifottopray? 

Gra, Torments will ope your lips*; . . t 

Oth, Well,thoadocft bcft. . ^ ;; 

Led. Sir,yoa(hall vnderftand whathathbcfalne^. 

Which, as I think you know not s here is a letter, 

M J, FonnAi 
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